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Two Goggling White Eye* 
GWrcd Into Hi* Own. 


T HE third week «»f Somers exile on the island 
opened under a tropical stin which blazed on 
the white beach sands with the glare of a 
ship’s furnaces. Other days had been hot; but this 
was menacing and unnatural. 

Macaws and parrakeets perched in sulky silence 
in the woods; out on the coral reef seagulls squat¬ 
ted with outspread wings; even sharks in the la- 
g«»on sought the deeper water of the ocean which 
stretched away like a sea of ground glass into the 
haze of the South Pacific. To Lieutenant George 
Somers, mechanically rolling a cigarette in the shade 
of the solitary beach palm, the weather signs were 
ominous of trouble to come, and brought a vivid 
realization of his own precarious position and the 
promise of the immediate future. 

“Marooned in the Sulu Sea. with a monsoon nos¬ 
ing the reef and getting ready to smash things gen¬ 
erally, and close navigation! A fine finish for an 
officer and a gentleman after six years’ service in the 
Philippine navy! If I had my choice of berths over 
again. I'd take a warship’s stokehole. It couldn't 
be hotter, nor half so tiresome as waiting for a wan¬ 
dering pearl pirate to happen along and take me off 
the beach. It is hard on a fellow’s nerves.” 

Since that memorable morning, when a silent, 
sullen faced boat’s crew landed him from the cruiser 
Buffalo on the narrow ribbon of sand. Lieutenant 
Somers had not seen a human face, and had sighted 
only one ship, a slate colored British gunboat, 
prowling among the islands after castaways or con¬ 
traband schooners hilling from naval law in the tor¬ 
tuous channels of the Sulu Archipelago. 

While the gunboat was in range of his binoculars, 
the marooned man lay behind a sand dune; when 
she went wallowing on her way south, reeling under 
her deckload of steel tubes, Somers resumed his 
patrol of the beach and the channel that paralleled 
it, with the same stolid devotion to routine work he 
had set himself to do which had made him noted 
formerly as the crack duty man of the United States 
cruiser Buffalo, a disciplinarian who could always be 
depended upon to carry out orders regardless of con¬ 
sequences to himself or others. 

That was in the past, when Lieutenant Somers 
wore service stars and brass buttons on his uniform 
coat. Now the whole expanse of Mindoro Sea lay 
between him and the Philippine mainland, and at 
that moment the officer’s thoughts were entirely apart 
from monsoons and maroonings. 


“ I wonder what Maida Williams is doing in little 
old Manila?” Somers’ fancy pictured the slender, 
pretty girl who had come to mean so much in his 
ife, during the languorous lazy days in Manila. He 
elt again the soft touch of her hand, and heard the 
musical cadences of her voice as she answered the 
momentous question he had put to her that last night 
ashore. 

“ If I ever do get away from this confounded place 
and the little girl is waiting for me, as she promised 
she would— Heavens! I never thought of that! 
Oh. poor Maida!” A sudden disturbing recollection 
made him turn pale under his island tan. “ I never 

had time to write her before I 
left the ship for this place. 
And some fellow is sure to ox>k 
up the very worst construction 
of what has happened to me. 
Everybody aboard ship knows 
the story.” He winced with 
pity for the heartache that 
must have come to her. 

“She'll think me a heartless 
scamp,” he growled, gritting 
his teeth as he looked down at 
the front of his braid-bound 
fatigue jacket, shorn of its 
shining buttons and held to¬ 
gether only by a brace of safety 
pins. A sympathetic hospital 
steward had stipjied him those 
overgrown cot pins just before 
he went over the side, with the 
sailors lined up on deck and the 
drums of the ship beating a 
tattoo. Somers pulled himself 
together, dismissing his dis¬ 
turbing thoughts with a savage 
shake of his head. 

“Well, it's too late now to 
remedy things. It’s what a 
fellow gets for going sailoring 
in Uncle Sam’s sea police. Just 
the same. I’ll make Master 
Dane Thorsen squirm for this, 
if ever he drops into this neck 
of the woods! And that’s what 
he’ll do as soon as he gets word 
of why I’m here, or I miss my 
guess. I'll make terms with 
Mr. Thorsen, all right, if I get 
a chance!” 

UB >t'«ppcd, his jaw squaring, his figure tense, as 
*"*• he stared down the shore. Far to the south¬ 
ward, down the white ribbon of beach, where the 
imminent reef channel rounded a wooded promon¬ 
tory, something still whiter was forging its way 
slowly into the stream. Somers jerked his binocu¬ 
lars from the case slung from his shoulder and 
trained the glasses on the moving object. 

“Speaking of pearl pirates, that’s a schooner 
down there, all right, neat little black fore and aft 
wind jammer. She’s working up channel against 
the tide and the wind. Jove! I’d know' that clean 
cut black hull in the middle of the Sahara desert! 
It’s the Fleetwing, and that means Dane Thorsen! 
I knew it! 1 knew he would come through this way!” 
Somers’ tone was exultant. 

Lieutenant George Somers had reason indeed to 
know the schooner Fleetwing, and her master Dane 
Thorsen, free trader, smuggler, looter of industrious 
pearl fishers, and, even worse, a man who had set the 
Philippine revenue service at defiance and led the 
old cruiser Buffalo many a merry chase through the 
islands of the archipelago. Somers smiled as he 
thought of the absent warship and the prey so close 
at hand. 

“ I'll bet the pirate's got a hold full of looted pearl 
shell and a ton of copra piled on top for a blind! 
He's fixing to sneak through the back waters of the 
islands and make a break across sea to the Philip¬ 
pine coast. Just the same. I’ll take a chance of 
boarding you. my friend, whether you want me or 
not. What’s he up to now?” 

Even in the distance he could make out the giant 
figure of a man aloft in the crosstrees, overlooking 
the waters and picking a passage for the little 
schooner through the coral rocks that strewed the 
entrance of the channel. When she was fairly in the 
mouth of the channel the schooner swung up into 
the wind, the lookout clawed his way down the 
shrouds, and the head sails were lowered with a rush. 
Somers drew a breath of relief. 

“He’s going to anchor where he is till the tide 
turns—where he can turn tail and run out if a gun- 
lx»at shows up. Catch Captain Thorsen napping! 
There goes his whaleboat over the side ; he's coming 
ashore, four Fiji oarsmen and a cute little cox in 
white ducks. Captain Dane Thorsen does things in 
style!" 

He snapped his binocular case, picked up a light 
sporting rifle from its resting place at the foot of the 


palm tree, and started for the lagoon. From the 
nearby woods came the chatter of a macaw, hardly 
a pistol shot away. Somers glanced into the bushes 
and checked an exclamation of surprise. 

“Curious, that! I don’t recollect seeing a macaw 
with the plumage of a scarlet tanager before. By 
George! that’s a Malay headdress, half a dozen of 
’em! The Moros wear white. Those fellows must 
have landed on the other side of the island and 
crossed over to see what trouble they could pick up. 
And a little while ago I was praying for action!” 


I-¥E broke off, swerving toward the water’s edge, 
making for a little hillock of sand. In the 
bushes, the gaudy native headdresses, with the sun 
glinting from as many polished spears, spread out 
before and behind him. Involuntarily Somers’ hand 
dropj>ed to his jacket pocket and he swore softly. 

“Three cartridges! And a single barreled popgun 
rifle that wouldn’t kill a rabbit, let alone those beg¬ 
gars in the bushes! Ah! would you, my friend?" 

A spear whizzed over his head, a brown body in- 
cautiouslv showed itself in the bushes, and the little 
rifle cracked spitefully. Somers dropped down be¬ 
hind his protecting sand heap as a chorus of derisive 
yells greeted the shot. 

“I might know it wouldn't carry. Oh, for a ma¬ 
chine gun from the old Buffalo and a hopper of .44’sf 
You'd sing a different tune, my high and mighty 
Malay gentlemen! Ah, here they come, creeses and 
all' Now for the chop suey!” 

He jerked out the empty shell and shoved another 
tiny cartridge into place. The natives were in plain 
sight now, openly contemptuous of the puny rifle. 
Suddenly half a dozen men bunched together and 
sped across the beach with a shout. Somers fired 
into the thick of them and ducked instinctively be¬ 
fore the poised native spears. 

At the same moment the whining crack of a rifle 
came from the lagoon, the storming party took to 
their heels, and a big red bearded man splashed 
across the shallow indentation and plumped himself 
down at Somers’ side. 



Ah, they’re all levanting!” The heavy rifle spoke 
twice in quick succession, and the big man chuckled. 
“Guess they didn’t expect such a warm reception, eh. 
Lieutenant?” 

In the surprise of the moment Somers had not 
spoken or moved except to stare moodily at the red 
bearded giant who had so unexpectedly fallen into 
the breach. But W’hen the rescuer casually gave 
him his rank, he started and shifted his gaze to the 
keen gray eyes w'hich looked down into his own. 
Somers had seen Dane Thorsen aforetime, and Thor¬ 
sen w'as not a man to be forgotten. 

“You know me, Lieutenant, I see,” the big man 
said pleasantly. “We had a little dispute on the 
coast once, I believe, a cutting out party, or some¬ 
thing of the sort.” 

Somers remembered that cutting out expedition, 
an attempt to capture the freeb«>oter’s schooner 
which had cost him a run-down boat’s crew and a 
tongue lashing from the commander of the Buffalo. 
And the man he was after then was this same viking 
with the flaming beard, who smiled down at him. as 
he nursed his murderous looking Winchester, with 
a furtive eye on the woods. And he. Lieutenant 
George Somers, U. S. N., “an officer and a gentle¬ 
man.” owed his life to this renegade of the ocean! 
The thought cut him to the quick and roused all his 
resentment. 

The big schooner master watched him, with his 
cold sailor’s eyes screwed up to pin points, as though 
reading the young officer's inmost thoughts. 

“The unexpected always happens. Lieutenant 
Somers,” he said with a smile that showed all his big 
white teeth. “ Besides, birds of a feather flock to¬ 
gether, you know 1 . I happened to hear your shot 
down shore; so I investigated.” 

Somers flushed angrily under his bronze coating 
at the classification. “You’ve heard—what hap¬ 
pened to me, then?” 

Thorsen gave a contemptuous grunt. “ You’re 
posted all over the islands. The Buffalo took pre¬ 
cious good care of that! The whole coast knows that 
Lieutenant George Somers abandoned his men un¬ 
der Moro fire, was court martialed, dismissed his ship, 
and put ashore on a Sulu island. Remarkable leniency, 
I call that. Of course you had your own plans for 
the future not contemplated in navy regulations." 

“I’d be an invaluable acquisition to any man who 
W'anted to dodge the United States navy,” Somers 
retorted grimly. 

“That’s exactly why I looked you up,” Thorsen 
said coolly. “ I want a mate w'ho knows every ship 
and launch in the navy as far as a glass can raise her.’. 

The two men looked understandingly at each 
other for an instant. 

“When do you sail?” Somers sprang to his feet. 
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with a defiant glance at the big form towering over 
him. 

“Well, I'm not strictly on business now,” Thorsen 
said slowly. ” No pearl shell, no copra, nothing con¬ 
traband. Fact is. I'm crossing to Jolo to catch the 
Borneo steamer. Sending my daughter back to 
Manila.” 

“Your daughter?” 

“H'm." Thorsen's gaze was fixed on the channel 
in the direction where his boat lay out of sight in¬ 
shore. Somers could almost see the gray eyes soften. 
“And, Lieutenant.” he said, “if you come aboard. 
I'm Captain John Williams, in the copra trade. 
Maida mustn't know what blackguards we are —a 
free trader and a disgraced navy policeman!" 
“Maida! Maida Williams your daughter?” 

The insult passed unheeded. The monsoon of fate 
had completed the cycle and struck Somers again, 
this time fairly between the eyes. Thorsen's big 
hand fell on his shoulder. 

“You met her in Manila, you mean? That won't 
matter. Maida knows all about you, now.” 

The second deliberate insult was harder to bear; 
but Somers had no mind for resentment. In the 
tumult of unexpected events he struggled to grasp 
the full tragedy of his position. He was not now in 
a position to make terms with Thorsen or to make 
his peace with Thorsen’s daughter, whose former 
confidences concerning her father, a “merchant in 
the copra trade.” were now so fully explained. 

S OMERS checked a groan which was capped by a 
hoarse shout from his companion. 

“Name of Heaven! Look yonder!” Thorsen’s 
deep voice trembled. He was glaring down shore 
with a face gone suddenly gray. 

Following the man's startled gaze. Somers saw 
the whaleboat pulling away from the shore, making 
for the schooner. In her wake, a cable's length 
away, followed a Malay proa crowded with red 
capped men, also making for the anchored craft in 
midchannel. 

The whaleboat reached the schooner and hung for 
a moment on her bows, while the Fiji sailors on deck 
tumbled over the rail in a panic. Then, steered by 
the little coxswain in white, the boat shot up stream. 
A spear, thrown from the proa after the retreating 
whaleboat, flashed into the water at the coxswain's 
side. The proa ranged alongside the deserted 
schooner, ana the Malays swarmed upon her with a 
yell of triumph which sounded in Somers' ears like a 
knell of doom; for, with the schooner lost, he knew 
all was lost. 

He had already started down the beach to meet 
the whaleboat; but Thorsen passed him with the 
rush and growl of an infuriated grizzly. When the 
Malay spear flashed in the sunlight, the big man. in 
a rage, flung up his rifle and poured shot after shot 
at the enemy. 

“The fiends have got my ship,” Thorsen shouted, 
“but the whaleboat's got clear, thank Heaven! The 
>roa can't follow her into shallow water, and if those 
>lack scoundrels come ashore again—” He broke 
off with a cry of anger. ” Oh, what fools we’ve been! 
Don't you see? That attack back there from the 
bush was only a blind, a lure to get me from my ship 
and give the proa time to get round the end of the 
island and jump the schooner. They knew my Fiji 
bovs wouldn’t fight, even if they had arms.” 

'The whaleboat, spinning up the channel with the 
speed of fear, turned into the lagoon. Thorsen 
sprang out into the shallows and swept up the 
lithe little figure from the stern like a feather in his 
great arm. The next moment Lieutenant George 
Somers was looking into Maida’s startled blue eves. 
The girl's glance fell upon the mutilated 
navy jacket, and she checked a sharp 
cry. 

“It is true then.” she said breath¬ 
lessly, ”about what they told me'” 

Somers stood like a doomed man 
awaiting sentence. Without a word 
she turned away to her father. 

“1 brought your pistol along, Dad." 

>he said, a little quaver in her voice. 

“I made one of the boys fetch it from 
the cabin, and wouldn't take him off 
till he did. Did you see them try to 
spear me? Oh! I only wish they had!" 

The low voiced cry went to Somers' 
heart; but a growl from Thorsen 
stopped him. as he impulsively took a 
step toward the girl. 

“ I wish he'd brought the big Mauser 
rifle in the cabin!" Thorsen was saying. 

“I’d make those ship stealers think a 
Gatling gun was after them!" 

COMERS straightened up and drew in his breath 
sharply. In his brain a sudden inspiration de¬ 
veloped with Thorsen’s words an inspiration that 
meant the wiping out of his debt to Thorsen and the 
salvation of them all. if he succeeded. 

“ We've got to recapture that schooner before the 
Malays burn her or the monsoon breaks her back on 
the rocks!" he said to Thorsen. 

The girl stood a little apart, gazing at the black 
clouds rolling in from the ocean, and Somers spoke 
in his quarterdeck tone. 

“There’s no chance of those black fellows coming 
ashore after us- they know the gunboats would 
catch ’em in the end; but. man. you're trapped here! 
You have to get away!” 

“You're in a hurry to wipe out your debt to me. 
Lieutenant!” Thorsen said with a flash of his wlrte 


revolver. “The commander of the Buffalo would 
hang Thorsen at the yardarm right before her, if he 
had his way. As for me—" he shrugged his shoulders. 

The whaleboat pushed out into midchannel and 
dropped down with the tide, the Fiji sailors crouch¬ 
ing with ready oars on the thwarts, the girl snug¬ 
gling in the sternsheets beside Thorsen. Somers, 
peering into the mist that obscured the anchored 
schooner, saw a vague outline down stream and 
slipped out of his jacket. 

“That's far enough! 1 can make her out now,” 
he said to Thorsen. "The tide race will carry me 
down to her.” 

He kicked off his shoes and paused irresolutely, 
his hand on his hip. 

“Take your pistol along. I have mine and a rifle 
besides,” Thorsen said. “And you'd better hold out 
one cartridge for eventualities.” 

For a second the eyes of the two men met. Somers 
had fought predatory Malays before. Out of the 
gathering fog and the smother down the channel a 
menacing chorus welled over the waters. Somers 
laid his hand on the gunwale, ready to vault over 

the side. 

“ If you do make thecahin,” 
Thorsen said, "the Mauser 
will sweep the deck.” 

Somers was already over the 
side of the whaleboat. For an 
instant he clung to the boat, 
getting his bearings. He heard 
a little sob and a murmur and 
something caressingly light as 
a feather passed over the back 
of his hand. Then he struck 
out for the schooner. 

“ God speed!" 

/"YMIYOUS splashes came 
from the lagoon; the 
yells of the Malays grew 
louder: but Somers’ heart 
was light in memory of that 
last whispered wish. A tar 
bucket, blazing on the for¬ 
ward deck of the schooner, 
threw a red glare on the waters 
1 *eyond him. Somers rounded 
the stern, reached the hanging 
rudder chain in two strong 
strokes, and hung on despite 
the give of the chain and the 
clutch of the strong tide. 

It was no trick for a sailor 
to reach the cabin windows, 
flung open to the tropical air. 
Somers crawled into the open 
port. Head and shoulders 
through he paused, his hands 
on the sill, the sea water drip¬ 
ping from his hair, and the 
glare of the fire on his face. 
From where he rested, looking 
across the empty cabin 
through the forward window, 
he saw round the blazing tar 
bucket on deck a score of natives in savage revel. 
Then, within touch of his hand, a black bulk rose 
lx-fore him and two goggling white eyes glared into 
his own. 

In a sharp drawn breath of surprise he saw the 
man's jaw drop and the double row of white pointed 
teeth flash in the black face. Before he could jerk 
his hand back to his revolver, the native fled shriek¬ 
ing up the companionway. 

"The fat is in the fire now!" 

“ Bewitched! Bewitched! ” 

The cry of terror stilled the tumult on deck; but 
Somers knew the panic of the superstitious savages 
would not last. He was in the cabin while the 
shouts still rang out, and had drawn Thorsen’s 
heavv Mauser from its secret cache behind the book 
case. Through the front windows he had a vision of 
black goggling figures coming toward him, a forest of 
curved knives, laced with flame front the blazing tar 
bucket. Somers dropped in a clip of cartridges, then 
dropped the rifle on the window sill and emptied the 
Mauser over the deck, firing without even aiming. 

“ I'll teach you to ball up my plans and try to mur¬ 
der an American girl!” he snarled. He cuddled the 
stock to pick off the raiding party with the precision 
of a marksman. At the same moment cries of alarm 
supplemented the howls of terror on deck. He saw 
the Mala vs leaping into the proa and chopping fran- 
tically at the mooring lines. The schooner's deck 
was clear and the proa swept past on the tide rush 

“Cut loose the anchor! There's no time to haul 
it up! Hoist the sails!” 

It was Thorsen’s blaring voice, and Thorsen's big 
form sprang over the side. Somers, amazed at the 
turn of events, saw him snatch up a discarded 
hatchet and rush forward into the bows. Copper 
colored bodies of the Fiji sailors supplanted the Ma¬ 
lays on deck, the head sails went up with a rush, and 
the schooner, rearing from her parted moorings like a 
restive horse, turned in her own length and fled out of 
the channel on the heels of the Malay proa. Then Fate 
struck once more, and Somers understood the panic 
of the natives and the sudden advent of Thorsen. 

J l*ST outside the reef, a high sided white steamer, 
the sparks shooting from her yellow stacks, under 
forced draft, marked time with the flying schooner. 
On her bridge a battery of glasses was trained on 
Continued on page 17 


teeth. "It’s a big order, and there is the girl to 
think of.” 

“That's just what I am thinking of,” Somers re¬ 
torted roughly. " You’ll find it a big order all around, 
if the gunboats catch you on this island. You spoke 
of a Mauser rifle hidden aboard. I have a service 
pistol back in my shack in the woods. The fog will 
be over the channel presently. I can drop down to 
the ship and do the job before they know how many 
are in it. You can hold off with the whaleboat, 
ready to run or come, depending on who takes.the 
other, the Malays or me." 

Thorsen laced his beard with his big fingers. “It 
might be done; a surprise is half the battle. You've 
seen the schooner's build," he said. ‘‘She has big 
stern ports, windows big enough for a man clawing 
up the rudder chains into the cabin. The bookcase 
swings out. There’s a big caliber Mauser repeater 
back of it, and a dozen packets of cartridges— " 

"The fog will shut down over the channel in a 
minute,” Somers said. “Call in your boat!" 

" You can't count on my Fiji boys to help you at a 
pinch.” Thorsen said. “ I have to stay with the girl.” 




Catching Thorsen Across 
the Back and Tossing Him 
Far Into the Breakers. 


“Call in your boat 1 " Somers spun on his heel 
“And the' lagoon is full of sharks for a swimmer 
Somers was already in the bush. Thorsen looked 
after him, grimly smiling. 

“A coward who quit under fire!" he said and 
laughed. “ 1 only wish I had a dozen like him on my 
ship.” 

'WT'HATHYEK may have happened in the imme- 
“ diate or distant past, it was not in Lieutenant 
Somers’ mind just then to measure chances in the 
face of imminent action He only remembered that 
Maida, his Manila Maida, stood in danger of death 
and. should a prowling gunboat show up inoppor¬ 
tunely, of worse than death. 

“I simply must get them off the island, he told 
himself, as lie hurried back, strapping on his precious 






SUNDAY MAGAZINE FOR JULY IO. 1910 



Cut Out and Mail this Coupon Today 

KM'II MO.N It MLOI HI, 

ll«-|it.5. I tHt Broudu H} , V. 

1 w»uld like to have a 
L "RioHMOtru” Electric Suction 

1^, < 'leaner demonstrated in 

my home, provided It 
13 i*" places me under 

. no obligation 

' Whatever 


1 11— Now try a 

talcum that is light and “fluffy” 
—free from greasiness—and 

do so at our expense by drop¬ 
ping a postal for free sample of 


”1 ligation, biin|• Iy sign V.- v :V=- 

•iii. 1 mail tin- contain -“V ?s ?! 

«i«iii. Vi-, n«k 

< ' -U.-le II.. :r a t • .1 JM 

look. h^r ^"A SvCsl 

Manwa-ti kki> nr 

McCRUM-HOWKLL CO. . 

THE RICHMOND SALES CO. t 

Dept. 5. 160 Broadway. NEW YORK 

To whom alt i urif i pondence should be addressed 


White and Mesh lint 

This highly* refined and exquisitely perfumed 
powder has taught American women the luxury 
of a talcum that cools, refreshes and heals—one 
that destroys perspiration odors—one so fine that 
It blends with the skin and don not leave a floss. 

Just why it is the daintiest and most improved 
of powders you cannot appreciate until you 

Send for Free Sample 

nr buy fiom your druggist. Extra Urge bronze-covered 
sprinkle top jais. Jic. 

LEHN & FINK, 127 William St., New York 

Ask your Ijrntist about Fe*«to Tooth P.iste 


vertisement. Nevertheless, they themselvej 
requested the title changed. The manage: 
refused. Then the Jay firm threatened < 
libel suit, pointing out that the farce repre 
sented a girl in their employ as no bettei 
than she ought to lx*. Thus it was thai 
London—and our country—came to know 
and enjoy the play as "The Girl fron 


spells “ Danger ” when blown 
against any other than an elec¬ 
tric light. 

Keep your windows open—let 
the breezes in—and still avoid fire 
risk by lighting your home with 


No nerd to pay the high price of couch 
or bed hammocks. The improved 1910 
Hnmmo-port is better in every way 
—Ie*s expensive. Bark rest adjustable to any 
position, use a wind shield or back rest. 
The patent spring cannot sag and will support 
450 lbs. Use as a h uiimoclc or bed lor out¬ 
door sleeping. Solid colors and hand-omc 
stupes, po'itivrly la-t colors, tiuaraniced sat¬ 
isfactory or money back Buy Iroin your dealer 
or we will ship mm- an _ 

pleie east ol Rockies lor ^Jr, f O .ar .T*. Mi 
Ask lor booklet II. f K EE JRmwJE 

Camie-Goudie Mf|. Co. UHjjflk 

Kantai City, Missouri 


An Officer and a Gentleman 


Continued from pjge 5 

Somers, standing beside the wheel; then ers’ glance wandered moodily over the tum- 
came the sharp bark of a signal gun and the bling ocean. The cruiser, disgrace everlast- 
wail of the cruiser’s siren, mingled with the ing, and a painted wall of coming blackness 
roar of the coming storm. were behind him, and death threatened 

" It’s the Buffalo! And the monsoon is on ahead! It was almost as if the cruiser, which 
us! Will you steer the schooner out? Quick, had known him at his best, had come ex¬ 
man!" Thorsen’s fierce face glared into his pressly to witness his final degradation. The 
own. "They’ll not take me alive!” channel mouth and the ocean opened; then 

Somers hesitated. The habit of navy dis- with the howling of ambushed wolves the 
cipline was still upon him. TohimThorsen storm swooped down on them. The schoon- 
was the outlaw, for whom the Buffalo had er’s mainsail split and vanished like paper; 
raked the seas. And here, with the cruiser under th? pull of her foresails the little ship 
updft them, was Somers’ opportunity. staggered, turned her head inshore, and fled 
A channel of saffron light shot through down the rock strewn coast like a runaway 
the mist from the cruiser’s bridge, flooding horse. 

the group. Somers looked down at a white "We’re done for, Lieutenant! She’s taken 
little figure clinging to the hatch. The sight the bit. in her teeth, and she’s making for the 
of that forlorn little form battered down his outlying reefs! It was only a chance, after 
last tenacity of purpose; with it went even- all," Dane Thorsen stood calmly beside 
thought of discipline, of the ultimate call of him, his big hand resting on the helpless 
sendee and country. wheel. "We can’t work her with the main- 

He heard the clanging of the engine bell, sail gone, and the cruiser's after us,” he 
the searchlight blinked, and the cruiser added significantly. "Well, Lieutenant?” 
sheered off. heading into the blow. With a 

reckless, smothered cry, Somers sprang at the "VOII know what you have to expect when 
wheel, flashing defiance at the white ship. * the Buffalo takes us off?” Somers' tone 
"For the girl! Duty be hanged!” was contemptously incisive. "If you don’t 

The schooner passed the proa with the happen to know it, I can tell you I was wait- 
rush of a seagull before the wind. Thorsen, ing for you on that island. The disgrace and 
staring ahead, in the foreshrouds blared forth all that was simply a trick to catch you. 
orders to the Fiji crew. At the wheel Som- “Anyway, I know it now, to catch me or 


Mazda Lamps 

They rival the sun in light—and 
shame it by keeping cool. 

They do not heat the air nor 
consume its oxygen. 

They give a light that is com¬ 
fortable, healthful and safe. 

“The Dawn of a New Era in Lighting” 

tells why G-E Mazda Lamps have cut in 
two the former cost of Electric lighting. 
If your lighting company’s supply of this 
booklet is exhausted, write us for it. 

Meanwhile, telephone your lighting com¬ 
pany for enough G-E Mazda Lamps to 
try in your home. If your house isn’t 
wired already, you will be agreeably 
surprised to learn how easily and eco¬ 
nomically it can be done now. 

Your electric light man knows—ask him. 

GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY 

Dept. 32 SCHENECTADY. N. Y. 


In Hot Weather 


Be Ceol—Be Comfortable 

Take off your veal or coal 
and vest and your sus¬ 
penders will not be seen 
if you wear 


“ COATLESS ” \Mf4 

SUSPENDERS 

Under the overskirt 
Over the underskirt cf 

Awavs inx ixible — J-^jxy III MT -f 
on r 

50 Cents a Pair PUlBI 

At your dealer's or sent prepaid on receipt of price. 

Crown Suspender Co„ Dept A-836 Away- N. Y. 

The genuine are *>tani|«d “Coafless.” (Pat. 7 4-05). 
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Such is the fame of Blue-jay Corn 
Plasters that more than 10,000 are sold 
every day. That is. by forty-five times, 
the largest sale in the world. 

The reason is the effect of Blue-jay. 
A downy felt ring instantly stops all 
the chafing and pain. At the same time 
a wonderful medication begins disen¬ 
gaging the corn. 

In 4X hours you merely lift the corn 
out. 

Blue=jay 


Unfailing. Painless. Perfectly safe. 

No spreading liquid to cause sore¬ 
ness. No untidy salve. 

Neat, simple, convenient — nothing 
else like it. It has done this for millions. 
It will do it for you. 

Get a package today of a druggist- 


Prove, if you wish, lwfore you buy, 
all that we claim for Blue-jay. Just ask 
us and we’ll send a sample—free. 

15c and 25c 

per Package 


Also Blue-Jay 
Bunion Plasters 


Corn Plasters 
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Baser A Black, Chicago aad New Tark—Makers of Sargical Dressings. Etc. 




ENTS 


Toothache 
Gum 1 

not only stops tooth- 
A Siceii Afmr. a che instantly, but 
Cleans the cavity, removes all odor, 
and prevent* decay. Keep a sup¬ 
ply, and aave many a dentist bill. 

There are imitations. See that you get 
Dent’s Toothache (inns. 

At all druggists is cents, or by mail. 
Pant's Corn (lam conn corns and bc.nl on*, lie. 
0. i D*at A Co. 60 Larsad St, Detroit, Mich. 


Bunions 



INSTANTLY RELIEVED 

sad lasting comfuct 
guarantee! bjr using 

THE FISCHEH 
BUNION PROTECTOR 

It reduces swelling, stops friction 
and Irritation and keeps the shoes In 
shape. OvertSO.ouOsulfererslienehtrd 

f ME TRIAL w * wni *“ d thi ‘ 

* C 1 Runi.ro Relief on 10 
•ays' 1 rial. Hwpay IHt tall*, 
send sire of shoes and ifl 
foe right or left tout. 

HIM at 
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YOU TEM 

hair, and 
hi 


WE* WILMTtUST 

UrTiri ]£i 1 rv'^tJS U «t>I»“hum*n hZr'awitrh U 
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MEO 

■CREAM 


KOS 

;y,i created a min-itnd wind 

DLj M proof complexion. Price SOc 
■ ■ at all dealer* or by mall. Sam¬ 

ple of Knamoo Cream. Koemeo Face 
Powder and 64-page book on the com¬ 
plexion and hair Rent fro o. Addreoa 
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That troublesome turn you couldn't 
get rid ot can be removed without cut¬ 
ting or danger of blood-poison. Just 
use A-Corn halve. 15 cent a at drug¬ 
gists’ or by mail. 
iaatCkamkalCo. 


LAME PEOPLE 





. WIGS sind TOUPEES 

Absolutely non dete- t»i le 
the wurM. Sent <s. apj-etorul. 
nira-led by (diysiilm. C ,Ulot>ie 


tES 

l«st In I ' 
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Hay Fever 

and Asthma 

Sufferers from these two afflictions can be greatly 
relieved by the use of a little device which we 
will send to any address to be tested 7 days before 
you decide to keep it. 

This device filters the air. The dust, pollen and 
other foreign matter, which produce irritation that 
causes Hay Fever and the paroxysms of Asthma, 
are eliminated. Relief is immediate. The delicate 
membranes of the nasal cavities are rested and 
protected so that the affected parts have an oppor¬ 
tunity to regain their normal powers of resistance. 
This device is not a cure, but it gives relief in¬ 
stantly. Thousands are in use. They are not 
annoying and cannot be seen when worn. 

Send name and address so that we may let you 
have a 7 days' test of this little device. The Nasal- 
filter Company. 431 Globe Bldg., St. Paul. Minn. 


"Save The Morse 'Spavin Cure 
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Hatton. Pa.. S-SS-10. I have jmt |«r base-1 a bottle of A. J. 
Oden-eller. I have great faith In •• Save-The-lbuse " f* I cured 
one ringtone of three > ears' stan-ling and one spavin with one bottle. 
I eill now try it on a »trained ankle of four months’ standing. 

Yours truly. I. F. HUSTEO. K I) No. 6 . Bos M. 
ttl Antic St.. Bridgei-ort. Conn., Jan. 6 . ISIO. 

Please send me one Ixttle “ Save-Tire-Morse " at once. I treated 
a mare f-r bone spas in which dr tied all other treatment. 1 am 
very glad to write you she is completely cured and has Iren going 
sound eser since. A great remedy h " Sase-The lb-rse. " and you 
deserie all the success you are liauug. J. M. TEKKI1.I— 
a Uittle.xlth legal nrittrn guarantee or contract. Sendfor 
cotiy.laarkletau I letters from Imsiness men and trainers 
■ery kind of case I'erwaaewlly rsrr.S|ail,.TWwifli. 
(l,,U i ,r esceiK hoc . rcrii. NpUnl. f ayfMol llark,Mind. 
Oil. I c.j. 10.1 TrodWM uni all lauweaa*. No s* arorluss 
of luir. Horse worU as usu^l. /Vii/rrj or Hxfirefs Paid. 
Tr»i fbmkal Ill I —wM i*?.. HI I.T. 
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Darken Your Gray Hair 


DUBY’SHAIRCOLORINO HERBS 

restore grny. streaked nr faded hair to It* 
natural color, heaotv and aoftneas. Pr»- 
vents the hair from falling oot. promotes 
_ Its growth, prevents dandruff, and gl*ea 
f the hair a soft, (lossy and healthy ap¬ 
pearance. It Win M Slain tbs saalp, is not sticky or dirty, 
and la composed of roots, herbs, barks and flower*. 

It will produce tbs moat 


RUBY’S 
MHAiR 
HERBS\ 


nrlant tresses from dry . coarse and wiry hair, and bring 
bark tbs color it originally was before it turned gray. 
Package postpaid InrK rents, or flee parksges for SI OQ 

OZARK HKKB CO.. Desk 0 , 8 t. I.ouln. Mo. 


u. s. ™ 


METAL POLISH 

liMlB|ifiiui-Ie in I :«rty Household lei. Bei lOe. 
D»alenorlsp«.\l. IIoYbu, IwllattpAglni 


The Berkshire Hills Sanatorium 

Tor Ike Beleatlfle aal ElfeeUve Treatment of 

CANCER 

Wllksat Resorting to Bargleal Proeedure 

The oaly private Inttlmtlua of magnitude la the United 
States for the exclusive treatment of Cancer aad other 
malignant and benign new growths. Conducted by a 
pbysiciaa of standing. Established tbirty-two years. 

For complett intimation addrtss 
Berkshire HiBs Sauiariu. NartkAiams. 


others like me who might happen along. I 
came first, that’s all.” Thorsen stroked his 
red beard. 

Somers had no sympathy for the man; but 
with destruction ahead he burned to justify 
himself in Thorsen's eyes—and so in the eyes 
of the girl he had tried to save. He went on 
steadily. “You had run your course, and 
the commander was (round to take you. We 
planned it all. the court martial, my dismis¬ 
sal from the ship, and the margining, to that 
one end—and that cowardice thing." Som¬ 
ers winced. 

Thorsen threw l»ack his head with his 
deep chested laugh. ” I can guess that. By 
Thor! that old gray fox astern of us wanted 
me badly to set that mousetrap, with you 
for bait! That must have grilled the soul of 
an officer and a gentleman." 

"I acted under orders!" Somers retorted 
hotly. "The Buffalo couldn't catch you, 
and I meant to do it single handed, if I had 
to wait six months." 

“ But the Fates intervened. Well, the com¬ 
mander guessed right. Sooner or later I 
should have passed the island, even if I had 
not been looking for you. I should have 
taken you off for my own selfish reasons. 
And now." Thorsen said with a grim laugh, 
"you turn traitor and help the pirate to es¬ 
cape! And, by heaven! I believe we’ll make 
it yet." 

The schooner, out of control of the wheels¬ 
man, was racing before the storm, threading 
the deep sea lanes like a sentient creature. 
The cruiser, a mile away, followed doggedly 
in her wake. Somers knew the gray old offi¬ 
cer who commanded her. Despite a thou¬ 
sand monsoons, he would follow to the bitter 
end indeed—for Thorsen, for him, for the 
girl. 

A SHOUT from Thorsen as the giant 
sprang forward recalled him to the peril 
at hand. The red reef rocks rose out of the 
mists like a belated danger signal. He saw 
Thorsen leap to the sheet ropes and cast 
loose the foresail. 

“Luff, man! Luff up, for your life!" 

Thorsen’s wild call reached him through 
the threshing of the sail and the whine of the 
following wind. A great sea washing under 
the schooner lifted the little craft high in the 
air. When she dropped it was with the 
booming sound of a turret gun. On the 
breast of the storm Somers saw the white 
sided cruiser flash past, swing round in a 
semicircle to the seas, and head up to the 
wreck. His eyes were caught on a string of 
signal flags streaming from the watchful war¬ 
ship again marking time in sight of her prey. 

"Drop down to us in the boat," he read 
aloud. “We’ll pick you up.” He swung on 
Thorsen inquiringly. 

The big man was already hauling in the 
painter of the whaleboat over the stem. He 
motioned to the native sailors, clustering aft. 
The Fijis went over the side like bronze au¬ 
tomatons. 

“ If the cruiser’s lniats can't live in this 
sea, mine can, and my boys will take her 
through anything!" Thorsen said. He shot 
a glance at the distant island and the tum¬ 
bling waste of waters lx-tween ami shook his 
head. “It’s no good!" he said grimly. "Go 
over, and I’ll hand her down.” 

For an instant the young officer hung back 
irresolute, his eyes on the frail figure that 
clung to Thorsen. He knew the giant free¬ 
booter was facing death, or worse than death 
to a man like him. If there lurked in his 
mind a vague hope of escape, Somers realized 
how vain that hope must be. Then he re¬ 
called the look in Thorsen’s gray eyes when¬ 
ever they rested on the girl, a look of yearn¬ 
ing and dawning hope. 

"Get over!” Thorsen said impatiently. 
“Man, it’s coming again! Those monsoons 
travel in a circle. The ship can’t stand an¬ 
other such Having as the last—and it is 
well!” 

A breath like a sob checked the reckless 
laugh that accompanied the last words. 
Thorsen caught up the form of his daughter 
in his great amis. The Fiji boatmen, bright 
eyed and confident in their own familiar 
element, awaited their master with out- 
boarded oars. The swirl of running waters 
under the schooner's stem clutched the 
whaleliout, striving to tear it away from the 
rojx* that held it. Somers saw Thorsen's 
leonine head turned with a scowl of defiance 
at the watchful warship. 

Thorsen swung up the girl, crushing her 
to him. Then he dropped her into Somers’ 
waiting arms. “Take her!" he said. Over¬ 
head a knife flashed on the straining rope, 
and Thorsen, standing upright with folded 
arms, watched the whaleboat as it spun away 
from the schooner like a feather on the sea. 
Over his head the mainboom threshed and 
groaned like the threat of doom. 

The cries of the Fiji sailors mingled with 
the moaning of the wind as they swung the 
boat round, vainly striving to make headway 
against the storm. At the schooner's rail 


Thorsen watched, peering under his curved 
hand. A towering wave bore down on the 
wrecked schooner as she lifted and dropped on 
the rocks, and careened her over on her side 
with an ominous sound of grinding timbers. 

The wave passed and struck the whale¬ 
boat, burying it in a smother of foam. When 
its force had spent itself, they saw Thorsen 
on the top of the cabin, still anxiously peer¬ 
ing after the boat. When the whaleboat 
lifted again on the crest of the waves Thor¬ 
sen raised himself on the sloping cabin roof, 
with a gesture of thankfulness to heaven. 
The schooner lurched hack again. The main 
boom poised for an instant suspended in 
midair, then swooped down like a giant's 
flail, catching Thorsen fair across the back 
and tossing his body far into the breakers. 
On the rocks the wrecked schooner fell apart 
like a house of cards. 

“A death for a brave man to die!” So 
spoke the stroke oar softly. 

Somers looked moodily down at the help¬ 
less burden in his arms. Mercifully the vik¬ 
ing's daughter had lx*en spared the sight of 
that last tragedy, and Somers thought, with 
a sudden wave of thankfulness, that she 
would also be spared the unveiling of her 
father’s real character. 

YJNDER the lee of the waiting warship a 
^ hundred eager hands were stretched out 
to draw her from the boat. On the deck of 
the cruiser Somers marched straight up to 
the commander, saluting. 

“Report myself on board, sir,” he said. 
“And under arrest!" 

"For running out the pirate? H'm!" 
The commander listened in silence, and it 
did not occur to Somers to palliate his in¬ 
tentions. "And capturing the girl?" A 
light twinkled in the old sea dog’s eyes when 
Somers had finished. He as well as the 
watching officers had seen the pale, pretty 
face of Thorsen's daughter. "I swore to 
take Thorsen alive or dead, didn't I?" he 
demanded. "And he's dead, isn't he? Lieu¬ 
tenant Somers," he said in a voice that car¬ 
ried over the deck of the ship, “return to 
duty with the thanks of your commander! 
The monsoon may hit again," the command¬ 
er chuckled. “We all have to look out for 
monsoons, on sea or shore. Besides, you’ll 
look better in stars and buttons." 

Somers did not smile. The Fates had 
struck again, and he did not question their 
judgment. But he was thinking of the boat¬ 
man’s epitaph, “So brave men die!" And 
lie remembered Thorsen's last look. the look 
that had commended the viking’s daughter 
to him. 


PLAYING UPON AN APE 
r FHE superintendent of a Western zoologi- 
eal institution has taught his employees 
to manage animals by indirect methods, akin 
to those by which nervous children are con 
trolled by wise- parents. A rhinoceros had 
an abscess in its face. The question was, 
Did it come from a bad tooth, or did it only 
need lancing? The superintendent simply 
said to the keeper, “Give him a new birch 
broom.” The rhinoceros at once ate it, 
grinding up the bits with great gusto. "Ah! 
You see his teeth are all right." said the 
superintendent, and the next day the ab¬ 
scess was lanced with a sharp bill hook. 

The diagnosis was as ingenious as his 
method of managing Billy, a refractory- 
chimpanzee. The big ape needed exercise. 
This he obtained by being allowed the run of 
the large monkey house-, instead of remain¬ 
ing in a side room In-fore the visitors came. 
As he knew he would be caught and put back 
into his own compartment at this hour, the 
ape used to climb to the top of the other 
monkeys’ cages anil refuse to come down. 

As he could not be tempted with food, the 
superintendent appealed to his mind by 
working on what he had noted to be his weak 
points, curiosity and cowardice. 

The superintendent went to the keeper 
and, touching him gently on the shoulder, 
directed his attention in a mysterious man¬ 
ner to the dark passage underneath the gas 
pipe that traverses the house, pretending to 
point out some horrible unknown creature, 
using an energetic manner, but saying 
nothing except words to this effect, “Look¬ 
out! There he is! There he is!” At the 
same time the two men would peer into the 
dark place under the gas pipe. 

The monkey, on such occasions, would 
come down to see what the subject of fear 
and interest was, and just then the superin¬ 
tendent and the keeper in unison would 
shout, "He's coming out! He’s coming 
out!” and would rush away in the direction 
of Billy’s cage. The monkey would dash for 
the same place of safety, which happened to 
be the door of his own house, and sometimes 
enter it before them. 

The monkey has never learned the decep¬ 
tion; but is taken in by it whenever the time 
comes to finish his morning’s airing. 







